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Tits on a Plane 7% Move 


Two men are in an office. One man sits behind a desk. He smells of 
power, the ability to make or break careers with a word. The second man is 
on the other side of the desk. He is sweating, just the slightest bit. 

The man behind the desk speaks. “You're the one with the movie to 
pitch. So pitch it.” 

“It's like Airport meets Miss Congeniality.” The second man begins. 

The first man interrupts him. “T ve read the logline. What I want to hear 
from you is how you've got the story laid out. Start to finish.” He smiles 
but it's not a comforting smile. “And wow me.” 

The second man swallows. “Right. Right.” 


We bought the rights to “Peanuts at 30,000 Feet” that book by Jennifer 
Flannigan. You know the story. Girl is allergic to peanuts but her allergy”s 
a weird one: every time she eats peanuts, her boobs get bigger. She gets on 
a plane. Stewardess accidentally serves her a drink that's gotten peanut 
dust in it. Girl’s boobs grow. A guy stewardess slips her more peanuts. She 
grows real big. She slaps the airline with a lawsuit and writes a best selling 
book. 

Snoozefest. We put that up on screen and everyone’s going to fall asleep. 
I mean, nothing happens! Nada. Zilch. She sits in a seat and grows big tits. 
I figure, what we’ve got to do is jazz it up. A lot. Throw out the boring 
parts and add in exciting parts. Less boring character study and more 
Bruckheimer. 

So goodbye “Peanuts at 30,000 Feet.” Hello, “Tits on a Plane!” 

We open with a tight shot on a man in a biohazard suit. Camera pulls 
back to show that he’s mixing some gas or something. Maybe he’s using 
one of those clear boxes with gloves in the side like in Outbreak — you 
know, that movie with Dustin Hoffman. But it needs to look a little home- 
made. Duct tape on the edges, shit like that. Inside the box we can see a 
grayish gas that has these little sparkles in it, like tiny floating jewels. He 
carefully takes a plastic thing, looks like a kid’s pool toy or something and 
hooks a gas line between it and the box. He turns a valve and we can hear 
the hiss of gas. The pool toy inflates. 

When it's done, he closes everything. Turns off the valve, seals the 
pool toy. He then steps back and removes the hood to his suit. Here's the 
twist: he’s not one of those Middle Eastern terrorists or anything. He's 
American, or maybe Western European, only he’s an albino. It'1l make 
him easier to see in the crowd shots. Like seeing those guys in the Matrix 
walking around in black leather. 





This whole thing is like the opening to Seven, where Kevin Spacey is doing all that 
weird stuff he did. Only we see the guy’s face here. 

The camera pans over a bunch of documents. Official looking photos with time 
stamps and military markings. Chemical formulas. Receipts from companies for scary 
sounding gases. There’s a series of time-lapse photos spread out over the desk. You 
start with a woman wearing a leotard or jumpsuit, something that’s skintight but keeps 
us from getting slapped with an NC-17. She’s got, like, non-existent hooters. But as 
you go from left to right, you can see the girl’s chest gets bigger and bigger, until in the 
last picture it’s like she’s smuggling melons under that jumpsuit, which is all strained 
and stretched. 

That’s when the title comes up. “TITS ON A PLANE”. The audience will eat it up. 
We'll get John Williams or James Horner or some guy like that to do a big symphonic 
sounding theme. Hey, or maybe Michael Kamen, with all that rock music. 

Oh, right, he’s dead. 

Anyway, our girl Jennifer is going through security. She’s like Sandra Bullock. You 
know, girl-next-door but not afraid to hang out with the guys. She goes through the 
metal detector. It beeps real loud. A TSA agent says. “Miss, you’re going to have to 
empty your pockets.” So she saunters over to the table next to the x-ray machine. She 
pulls out some loose change. A cell phone. A gun! Everybody starts to go crazy! “SHE’S 
GOT A GUN!” Someone shrieks! Red lights and sirens! Jennifer looks up and gives 
this crooked smile. “Hands where I can see them!” the TSA agent says. He’s got his 
gun pointed at her. We go into slow-mo. Jennifer raises her hands. There’s something 
metal in one hand. “Drop what’s in your left hand!” the agent yells, only it’s all deep 
and shit because time is slowed down. She drops it. 

It spins and tumbles real slow, finally landing face-up on the carpet. Close-up shows 
it’s an Air Marshal badge. 

TSA agent nudges it with his foot. “Aw, shit, what’d you gotta go and do that for?” 
He holsters his gun. “The paperwork’s gonna be a bitch.” 

“I wanted to see how good your security was here.” Jennifer tells him. 

“It's okay.” Another TSA agent tells all the onlookers. “She's a federal Air Marshal. 
Nothing to see here.” 

“You know you're supposed to stay low-key. Incognito.” The TSA agent grumbles. 
Behind him we see a sign warnings of an elevated terror threat. It’s orange or fuchsia 
or whatever hell color that corresponds to. 

Jennifer shrugs. “So sue me.” She gathers up her stuff. 

See, this is going to be like Die Hard 2, only Bruce Willis is on the plane. And he’s 
a she. 

Okay, so we're at the gate for the flight she’s going to be on. We’ve got the usual 
mix of people from central casting. We see a young couple, they’re like twenty. Real 
clean cut. Let's call them Tom and Katie. So Tom is saying, “Are you nervous?” 

“About our honeymoon?” She smiles and it’s all wholesome and shit. “Yeah, maybe 
a little.” 

Tom takes her hand. “Don’t worry. It’ll be great.” 











“Even though we”ve never... you know.” She cuts her eyes and we totally 
know she’s talking about them never having had sex. 

“We'll figure it out.” They hold hands and look all gooey into each 
others’ eyes. 

Fast zoom from them to Fat Lady. Fat Lady is some three hundred 
pounds or so. One of those people you don’t want next to you when you're 
flying coach because her love handles’ll take up most of your seat, too. 
She's shoving a hot dog or something into her mouth past ruby red lips. 

Next to her is the Scientist. We can tell he’s a scientist because he’s got 
scientist hair and he wears scientist clothes and he’s probably got a pocket 
protector or something. But he’s not bad-looking. He’s got that I’m-a-hot- 
nerd look going on. He’s going on about something to Fat Lady, maybe 
talking about... “People shouldn’t be afraid to fly. The laws of physics 
want to keep the plane in the air. Aerodynamics is a well understood branch 
of science....” 

Fast zoom to Nun. Nun’s wearing one of those modern habits, no big 
wimple or anything. Only not so modern that we can’t tell she’s a nun. 
She’s doing the rosary or Hail Marys or whatever it is they do. 

Fast zoom to a guy in baggy jeans, oversized jacket and huge glasses 
with round lenses. He's a total hip-hop type. Help bring in the urban demo, 
get them to buy tickets. His head is nodding in time to music on his iPod. 

Fast zoom to a guy at the counter, talking loud to the Oceanic Airlines 
woman behind the counter. He's got a golfer’s tan and sandy blond hair 
and an open neck polo shirt. Think Owen Wilson meets George Clooney. 
“Look, I’m a doctor.” He tells the woman. “I always fly first class. Check 
that computer again.” The woman just shakes her head. 

Behind him there's this nine year old, like Macaulay Culkin before he 
got old and stringy and he’s jumping up and down and talking to an airline 
attendant. We zoom over to him. “I’ve never been on a flight by myself. 
This is going to be great. Won't this be great? My mom is waiting for me in 
New York, Ican’t wait to see her again.” And the flight attendant is smiling 
and nodding but you can tell she wants to make that kid shut the hell up. 

Fast zoom to Jennifer. She's standing back a ways, looking at everyone 
and shaking her head. “Civilians.” She says but her smile shows us she 
really does care for them, even if she thinks they’re a bunch of sheeple. 
She walks on, out of frame and behind her we see our albino terrorist. He 
has a video camera and he’s filming everyone. But we can see behind the 
video camera he”s not smiling at all. 

Bing bong! “We will shortly begin boarding Oceanic Airlines flight 
815 with non-stop service to La Guardia.” It's the standard get-your-ass- 
aboard speech. Everyone gets up and start shuffling onboard the plane. 
Jennifer slides her ticket to the gate agent, who scans it. The gate agent 
sees something on her ticket, because he looks up and gives Jennifer this 
knowing nod, and Jennifer nods back, like, “Yeah, I’m the Air Marshal.” 


Then Albino Terrorist is giving his ticket. Camera pans down to show 
his luggage. There”s this little plastic valve sticking out of the bag. It's 
from the pool toy we saw in the opening. 

Inside the plane, Jennifer’s walking down the aisle. She's scanning the 
faces of the other passengers, not overt or anything, but she wants to see 
what everyone looks like. She gets to her seat. It's an aisle seat. By the 
window is the Kid. Jennifer pauses before sitting down. “Hi!” The Kid 
says. 

“Hi yourself.” Jennifer arranges her small carry-on under the seat in 
front of her. 

“You going to New York?” 

“Looks like it.” 

“Pm going to New York. I’m going to meet my mom there. It’s going 
to be great. She’s a nurse there. What do you do?” 

Jennifer smiles. “I’m in law enforcement.” 

“Like a cop?” When Jennifer nods, the Kid's eyes go wide. “That's 
cooool. Have you ever shot anyone?” 

“No.” 

“Oh. Have you got a gun? Can I see it? Can I?” 

“They don’t let you bring guns onto the plane.” Jennifer says. 

“Oh.” 

We see the Albino Terrorist. He’s in an aisle seat, too. He’s sitting next 
to this supermodel-looking woman in real dressy clothes. She looks at 
him, then glances away. Albino Terrorist sees Supermodel’s glance. He 
smiles but it doesn’t reach his eyes or anything. “Hi. I’m Ewan.” He's 
British, or maybe Scottish. 

The supermodel-looking woman looks at Ewan the Albino Terrorist. 
Finally she says, “I’m Nell.” She then looks out the window in a “I am 
done talking to you” kind of way. Ewan the Terrorist smiles again. 

There’s the sound of the engines spinning up. Katie looks scared as the 
plane bumps down the runway. “It’s okay.” Tom tells her. 

“I know.” Katie says. There’s another big bump as the plane leaves the 
runway. She squeaks and closes her eyes tight. 

“Once we're in the air it’ll be a lot smoother.” 

We have some establishing shots of a plane flying up through the clouds 
into the sky. We can use some of that Oceanic Airlines footage from that 
Kurt Russell movie. You know, Executive Decision. Save money for the 
other special effects. 

Back onboard the plane, the flight attendants are going down the row. 
“Anything to drink? Coffee? Tea? Soda?” They’ re handing out these little 
packets of peanuts. They need to look like the ones from the book. A flight 
attendant offers a package to Jennifer. “No thanks.” She tells them. “I hate 
peanuts.” Get it? It’s a shout-out for the book. 

Don’t worry. People’ Il laugh. 








Anyway, the Kid is all, “Can I have your peanuts?” And Jennifer says, 
“Sure.” so the flight attendant gives two packets to the Kid. 

We see the Nun getting a glass of ginger ale. Ewan the Albino Terrorist 
turns down anything. Maybe his hands shake a little, like he’s nervous. 
Supermodel Nell gets a big Bloody Mary. 

That's another shout-out. 

We see the Albino Terrorist stand up. He's digging in his bag. The music 
gets really intense. He starts to pull something out. Is ita gun? Is itthe pool 
toy? We're disappointed. It’s just an old fashioned VCR tape and a hairspray 
can. The VCR tape is partially in a plastic wrapper and has a big sticky 
label on it that says “MOVIE”. He goes up the aisle, passing Fat Lady and 
the Scientist who is totally squashed against the window by Fat Lady’s 
bulk. He's going for the bathroom between the regular section and first 
class. What's he up to? 

Then we see what he’s after. He pops open a compartment on the wall 
opposite the bathroom. Inside we can see a VCR player and some tapes. 
“Excuse me, sir.” Someone says behind him. We see a flight attendant 
tapping his shoulder. 

Ewan the Albino Terrorist turns around. His hand comes up. He’s holding 
his breath and the hairspray container. It goes “FSSSH!” and we see a faint 
blue mist swirl out of the container and around the flight attendant's head. 
Her eyes roll back in her head and she starts to collapse. “Help!” Albino 
Terrorist shouts, catching her as she slumps. “Someone! She’s fainted!” 
His elbow oh-so-accidentally knocks a bunch of the tapes on the floor. 

Jennifer starts out of her seat but sits back down as two flight attendants 
runs past her down the aisle. We can see that Jennifer’s hand moved towards 
the gun hidden at the small of her back or in a shoulder holster or something. 
“Penny!” One of the new flight attendants says. 

“She just fainted!” Albino Terrorist Ewan says, looking all scared. “I 
don't know what happened!” He hands Penny over to the other two and 
casually swaps his tape for the one with the actual movie on it, sliding the 
real tape and the left-over plastic wrapper under his shirt. “I was going to 
the bathroom and the next thing I knew—” 

She cuts him off, saying. “It’s okay, sir.” 

“Gosh, I hope she’s okay.” As everyone is fussing over Penny, he goes 
into the empty bathroom. He closes the door and locks it. An overhead 
shot shows him removing the real tape from under his shirt, wiping it down 
really well with some paper towels and shoving it and the plastic wrapper 
into the trash. 

When he comes back out, Penny is starting to recover. Her eyes are 
open, although she looks a little unfocused. “You okay?” Albino Terrorist 
asks her innocently. 

“What happened?” One of the flight attendants asks Penny. Albino 
Terrorist looks all worried. 


“I don’t know.” Penny sounds all uncertain. “I came up here to do... 
something. I can't remember. The next thing I knew I was waking up here 
on the floor.” Albino Terrorist Ewan looks relieved and steps past everyone. 
Score one for the bad guy and his magic knock-out mist. 

A little while later, the fiight-attendants-are-gomeg-through offering 
headphones for sale for the movie. The Kid buys some. Jennifer is reading 
a book so doesn't buy any. Maybe she”s reading “Peanuts at 30,000 Feet.” 

No? Too overboard? Okay. 

The movie starts up but it’s not the regular movie! Instead we see a 
grainy shot of two guys in what look like ski masks and dark shirts. Then 
we realize they're in gimp gear. “Greetings from the Sexual Liberation 
Front.” There’s laughter from the cabin. “We apologize for interrupting 
your movie. We wish to announce that we have claimed this flight for the 
SLF. No one will be harmed, unless they are prudes. There is nothing you 
can do; sit back and enjoy the flight.” The second guy leans close to the 
camera. “And we do mean enjoy.” The movie goes to static, then this 
stereotypical porno starts up, complete with bomp-chicka-bomp-bomp 
music. Alot of people are laughing. The Nun looks shocked, while Jennifer 
is holding her hand over the Kid’s eyes. “What?” He says. “What?” He’s 
trying to see around Jennifer’s hand. But the flight attendant cuts off the 
movie about then. 

Fat Lady turns to Scientist. “What was that?” 

He pushes his glasses up with one finger. “T believe the SLFis going on 
the offensive.” 

“That was certainly offensive.” Fat Lady grunts. 

“They ve been supporting lawsuits against the FCC and against the so- 
called decency laws. It looks like they’re interested in something more 
direct.” 

Jennifer sticks her book in the seat pocket in front of her. “T’Il be right 
back.” She tells the Kid. 

“Bathroom?” he asks. 

“Yeah.” The camera follows her as she heads forward until she’s at the 
front gallery. She corners Penny. “Marshal Flannigan.” She snaps, showing 
the guy her badge. “I need to speak to the cockpit.” Penny picks up the 
phone, murmurs into it, and hands it to Jennifer. 

“Cockpit? Marshal Flannigan. You know about the tape that was just 
shown?” 

In the cockpit, we see the co-pilot talking into the phone. “Yeah. 
Someone’s idea of a prank.” 

“I don’t know that this is a prank. We’re at terrorist threat level orange. 
Could be the SLF has been making noise, raised the threat level.” 

The co-pilot shrugs. “The SLF’s never done anything but agitate and 
pay lawyers. Why start now?” 

“I don’t know. But you better radio this in and I want you ready to land 
this plane at a moment’s notice.” 











“All right, all right. Will do.” He hangs up the phone. “Air Marshal's getting all 
snippy.” He says to the pilot. 

We cut back to Albino Terrorist Ewan. He looks like he’s reading a book, but we 
can see him glancing at his seatmate, Supermodel Nell, now and then. He finally stands 
up and stretches. He pops open the compartment and we can see his bag. He gets his 
hands on the pool toy’s stem valve and pops it open. He pushes down on the toy and a 
puff of grey gas shot through with blue sparkles comes out. He sits back down. The gas 
follows him, swirling and floating 1ts way to the floor. 

It settles around Supermodel Nell. She takes a deep breath and we go to a CSI 
camera like thing. The gas goes down her nose and throat, into her lungs, where it 
spreads out, bouncing this way and that into the alveoli. We move into the bloodstream, 
zipping through blood vessels, until we move through a vessel wall into this yellowish 
looking stuff. Camera pulls back, out of the skin and we realize we’re looking at Nell’s 
barely existent cleavage. She's wearing this strapless yellow dress that’s decently tight 
around her. The noise of the plane, other passengers’ conversations, the rush of air all 
fall silent. All we hear is Supermodel Nell’s heartbeat... and this other sound. It’s faint 
at first but soon we can hear what sounds like flesh rubbing and pulling and a faint 
whooshing. 

We'll let the Foley guys go crazy over this one, because we’re going to be hearing 
it a lot. 

Anyway, the growing sound pulses and with each pulse Nell’s breasts swell larger. 
Just a bit, but bit by bit they start putting pressure on the dress. We can see them rising 
higher, cleavage growing deeper, more shadowed. They start mounding over the top of 
her dress. 

The camera zooms back as sound comes rushing in. Supermodel Nell gasps and 
throws her arms over her bulging boobs. She glances over at Albino Terrorist Ewan, 
who is carefully not watching her. She reaches behind her and unzips her dress just a 
bit. Her tits push the dress forward and sink into the new space. She jumps up and 
pushes past Ewan and heads into the back towards the bathroom, bumping into Penny 
the Flight Attendant. “Excuse me.” Supermodel Nell says to Penny, almost bursting 
into tears. Ewan just smiles. 

Cut to a cloud of the gas roiling along the floor, blue sparkles visible against the 
carpet. It’s being buffeted and tumbled by air currents. It hits an updraft and flies into 
the air, hitting this pretty young thing sitting by iPod Guy. Pretty Young Thing yawns 
and the gas flies into her mouth. 

She’s wearing a tank top, so we can see what happens pretty easily. That stretching 
growing sound is back and her nipples are suddenly all pointy. Her boobs grow in 
waves, in time to the pulsing growth sound, about once a second. They swell up, then 
shrink but not as far as before, and her two breasts don’t quite grow together, so one 
bulges forward, then shrinks a bit as the other one grows. Swell, shrink, swell, shrink, 
pushing against her white tank top and her bra, wave after wave of growth. Her breasts 
go from like A-cups to C or D in half a second. 

While this is going on, Pretty Young Thing is staring around looking startled. She 
shifts in her seat, wanting to get away, but she can’t get away from herself! When it 
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ends it’s like there’s ten pounds of tits in a two-pound bag. Not that her boobs are ten 
pounds, but you know what I mean. We can see all this flesh around her bra and 
pushing on her tank top, and there’s a lot of flesh we can see above the neckline of the 
tank top. 

iPod guy is jamming to whatever he”s listening to. He looks over. “Dayum, girl, 
you okay?” Pretty Young Thing looks up at him, gasps and jumps into the aisle, running 
into a passing flight attendant. “Sorry, sorry.” She gasps and she's past the flight 
attendant, headed down the aisles. 

Now Albino Terrorist Ewan is sitting in his chair with his bag on his lap. Supermodel 
Nell hasn't come back yet. He's got the stem valve in his right hand. With his left, he 
pushes down on the bag. Gas puffs out of the valve and off into the cabin. 

A shadow falls across Albino Terrorist Ewan. He turns his pale eyes up. It’s Penny. 
“Come with me, sir.” She snaps. She hauls him to his feet and drags him down the 
aisle. Ewan has his bag clutched in his hand. Other passengers watch the two of them 
go past. They get to where the toilets are. She pushes one open, shoves him in, and 
follows. The lock snicks home. A couple in the seats opposite the lavatory smile 
knowingly. “Mile high club.” The man says to the woman, who giggles. 

Penny shoves Albino Terrorist Ewan onto the toilet seat. He sprawls there, fingers 
tight in the fabric of his bag. Penny leans forward. It’s very Sharon Stone from Basic 
Instinct. Not Basic Instinct 2, though. That movie sucked. Anyway, she”s got this look 
on her face. “You're doing it.” She says quietly. 

“What? I don’t know what you mean.” He looks incredibly guilty. 

She leans forward, putting her hands on the bulkhead to brace herself. They”re 
nearly nose to nose. “You're making people's breasts grow.” 

Now he's really guilty looking. “I’m not — I mean, that’s just silly. I wouldn’t—” 

“Do it to me.” Their faces are even closer. “Make me... bigger.” Her lips are really 
red. 

Ewan swallows. “Are you sure?” 

Penny doesn’t answer him. Instead she undoes the first couple of buttons on her 
regulation blue button down shirt. We can see a small white frilly bra with a front 
clasp. She undoes the clasp, wriggles her arms out of and back into her sleeves and 
then pulls the bra free of her shirt. She’s not very big. 

Albino Terrorist Ewan pauses. All we hear is the roar of air past the plane. He nods 
once and pulls the bag open. He’s got the pool toy valve in his fingers. “Breathe in a 
little of this.” She sits on his lap and bends down to the valve. “Just a little!” He warns. 

We get a real close-up shot of her wrapping her red lips around the valve, like she’s 
doing something extremely pornographic. She takes a tiny sip out of the valve and sits 
up. A little of the sparkly gas escapes from between her lips. 

There’s the stretching, rubbing sound of growth first. Then we see her breasts begin 
that wavy growth we’ ve seen before. Her shirt is unbuttoned to about the bottom of her 
breasts before they start growing, so we can see the shirt lift and some flesh start to 
creep above and below the top button she’s got buttoned. It takes a few seconds, and 
when it’s done each of her tits is about a handful. 

“There you go.” Ewan says. 
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Penny just grins and lowers her lips to the valve. She takes a deeper 
breath this time. That growth sound starts back up. Her tits are pressing 
against her shirt now, pulling it away from her, starting to untuck 1t from 
her pants. She closes her eyes and moans, just a little, not too much. Albino 
Terrorist Ewan can't look away from her chest. 

They’ re both quiet after this round of growth. Ewan has to work to stop 
staring at her boobs and look her in the eye. “Okay, now if you’Il—” 

But she puts her lips on that valve. She pauses and looks deep into 
Ewan the Albino Terrorist’s eyes. He's mesmerized. Penny grins then around 
the valve and takes a good huff from it, like it’s a whippet or something. 
And another! 

The growth is dramatic this time. The shirt front is smoothed out by the 
press of flesh, while wrinkles appear along the sides. That top button is 
really strained now, the button hole gaping as pressure is put on it. She 
runs her hands alongside her big ol’ tits, pushing them together some. There’s 
all this flesh rising out of the neck of her shirt. She’s gone from nothing to 
super-stripper-sized boobs in the last few minutes and she’s loved every 
second of it. 

When she’s done growing, she leans forward and pushes that shirt- 
covered flesh into Albino Terrorist Ewan. “Ithink that will do nicely.” She 
gets off of him. “You should go back to your seat.” She shoots the bolt on 
the bathroom and slides open the door. It won’t go far with two people in 
that little bathroom. She nearly can’t make it through the door now that 
she’s got an extra four or five inches worth of boob to squeeze through the 
opening. That couple across from the bathroom stares at her, until the woman 
sees the man ogling Flight Attendant and slaps him. Albino Terrorist Ewan 
creeps out of the bathroom, holding his bag carefully over his crotch. 

Jennifer is deep in her book when some sixth sense makes her look up. 
There’s a lot of murmuring on the plane. Something’s off, even if she’s not 
sure what it is. She half-stands up and looks around but she can't tell exactly 
what’s wrong. 

The camera pans past her to where Tom and Katie are sitting. Katie has 
her shoulders hunched forward, making her t-shirt drape forward. Tom is 
rubbing her back. “Ooh, that feels really good.” She’s saying to him. 

The camera keeps panning up, so we can see a rogue cloud of the gas 
zeroing in on the happy couple. It drifts around Tom and Katie. Katie winces. 
“Ow! Not so hard.” 

“Sorry.” Tom says and rubs her back a little less vigorously. 

“Ow!” She says again. “I mean it! You're pinching me!” We can hear 
the growing sound. 

“I'm trying not to, baby.” Tom tells her. The growing sound is getting 
louder. 

“I can feel you pinching me all along my...you know, my bra.” She sits 
up. Through the t-shirt we can see that her bra no longer fits her. “Oh my 
gosh. Oh my gosh.” 

“What is it?” Tom asks. And then he sees. “What's going on?” 

“T don’t know! I don’t know!” Katie starts to hyperventilate, which 
does wondrous things to her growing mammaries. “I can't breathe! It’s too 
tight!” 


“Turn around!” Tom tells her. He takes his hands and undoes her tiny 
bra clasps through her shirt. “Breathe slow. Get that vomit bag and breathe 
in it.” Katie does so, and her breathing does slow down. But she stays 
turned away from Tom and towards the window. Her shoulders are all 
hunched again. “Are you okay now?” 

Katie just shakes her head, hair flying around. 

“Katie. Talk to me. Katie.” 

Katie whirls towards him. “Something’s happened and now I'm a freak! 
See?” She pulls hard on her t-shirt sides. The cotton fabric outlines a nice 
D-cup set of hooters. It also shows that Katie”s really cold, either that or 
she’s got two turkeys in the oven and the plastic timers have popped up 
because they’re done cooking. She lets go and buries her face in her hands. 
We can hear her crying. “T m a freak and we’ ve only been married a couple 
of hours and you won’t love me any more.” 

Tom’s just been slapped upside the head with a two-by-four. He’s dazed 
and confused. “Sweetie, look at me. Look at me.” He lifts her head up and 
cradles it in his hands. Their eyes meet. “You are my wife. You are the 
woman I love. Pll always love you.” He kisses her gently. It’s all real 
fucking tender and shit. “You're not a freak.” 

“Pm not?” 

Every guy in the audience will be thinking what Tom is thinking: You 
just got bigger tits! This 1s great! But Tom is a sensitive guy. He”s like that 
sensitive ponytail guy in Singles, only not a dorky loser. “You’re not. I 
still love you.” 

They fall into this passionate kiss but their seatbelts trap them, so they’re 
awkwardly leaning into each other like the sides of an A-frame house. 
They finally think to undo their seatbelts and push up the armrest, and 
then they’re like any other young couple in heat, all kissing and groping. 

In another part of the plane, Fat Lady is snoozing. Scientist is staring 
out the window, entertaining himself. We see some of that gas settling 
down over Fat Lady and we wonder: she’s got pretty damn big tits already. 
Can they really get bigger? 

They sure can. Accompanied by the growing sound, the front of her big 
floral print dress starts rising. It’s not as dramatic as on other people because 
she’s so big already. 

Scientist sees it, though. He scratches his stubbly chin. “Remarkable.” 
He looks around the cabin. Now that we’re looking with him, we can see 
the occasional bit of the gas drifting here and there. “Most remarkable.” 

Back to Jennifer, who looks down and sees some of the sparkly gas 
floating along. “What the hell?” She mutters. Some of it wends her way. 
She jerks back, but her motion stirs up air currents that bring the gas straight 
to her face. Jennifer gasps without thinking about it. Then her hands fly to 
her breasts and get pushed out just a bit. She didn't get a lot of the gas, so 
she doesn't grow much, and it’s hard to see through her no-nonsense silk 
top. 
She undoes her seatbelt and heads for the front of the plane. She grabs 
the first flight attendant she sees, who happens to be Penny, looking happy 
about her new G-cups. “We’ ve got a situation — which I see you're already 
aware of.” 








Penny sees Jennifer staring at her chest. “You mean other people have had the 
same... problems as me? I had no idea.” She is so lying, it’s not even funny. 

“Yes. Get me in to talk to the pilots.” 

Cut to Penny and Jennifer standing outside the cockpit door. Flight Attendant knocks. 
“What is 1t?” The co-pilot says. Jennifer pushes open the door. “Jennifer Flannigan, the 
Air Marshal. You need to radio the nearest tower, tell them we’ve got confirmed terrorist 
activity, and we’re going to land.” 

“What in the hell are you talking about?” The pilot turns around. She’s middle aged 
and looks like she won't take any shit from anyone. Very Susan Sarandon. “We're 
going to need more than just your say-so, Miz Flannigan.” 

We can see a cloud of the gas that's flung up and into the cockpit by Jennifer opening 
the door. We get the growing sound and Pilot's shirt bulges forward as she”s hit by the 
gas’s effect. 

Everyone’s quiet. Everyone’s staring at everyone else, except they’re all trying not 
to look at Pilot. Finally Co-Pilot breaks the silence. “I guess you just got more than her 
say-so.” 

“There's some kind of gas loose in the cabin. It enlarges...well, I think you know 
what it does. Now get on the horn and radio down that we’ve got a situation here, 
goddamnit and do it now! And get this plane on the ground!” 

Pilot, properly chastened, grabs the radio and starts radioing air traffic control. 
“Alpha Tango Charlie, this is Oscar Alpha Lima 815, we have possible terrorist activity 
on board.” 

Jennifer turns to Co-Pilot and Penny. “We’ve got to stop this before it goes any 
further. Get everyone back in their seats, then drop the oxygen masks. Tellthem we’ve 
got problems with the oxygen in the cabin and that there’s no danger, but everyone 
needs to breathe through the masks until we land shortly.” 

“Air Marshal Flannigan.” Pilot looks worried. “I told them what was going on. 
They’re scrambling jets out of Langley.” 

“What?” Jennifer isn’t quite getting what's going on. 

“They re scrambling jets. If we get off approach path, or if they even think we're 
about to do something squirrelly, they’ Il blow us from the sky.” 

“Great. Just what I needed. Pressure.” Jennifer removes her gun and checks it. “Okay, 
who's got a portable mask for me?” 

We cut to Jennifer going back to her seat, mask in hand. She passes by the front 
bathroom. There are six or seven women on line. Every one of them looks uncomfortable 
and oversized. They’ve all been dosed by the gas. Jennifer shakes her head. There’s a 
loud “BING!” and the fasten seatbelt sign comes on. “This is your captain speaking. 
We're experiencing some problems with oxygen recirculation in the cabin. It’s nothing 
to be worried about but we’re going to release the oxygen masks at your seats and we 
ask that you breathe through them until we can land. Flight attendants will have portable 
masks for those who need to use the restroom. Please press your flight attendant call 
button if you need one of the masks.” 

BING! A bunch of flight attendant call lights go on all at once. Everybody’s talking, 
and some people are almost shouting. We can see Tom and Katie still necking in their 
row. Jennifer sees them, too, and just rolls her eyes. She straps on her mask. 

She's striding down the aisle, eyes darting here and there. Who's the terrorist? Who's 
responsible? Can she start rooting through all of the luggage? And what if the SLF 
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planted a real live bomb on the plane? Is this all a diversion? She’s starting 
to sweat now. To top it all off, her bra is chafing her. She ducks into a 
gallery next to a surprised flight attendant and one-handed pops her bra 
clasp open to give her just a bit more room. 

“Excuse me, miss?” Jennifer turns around. It’s Scientist. 

“Sir, you’ll need to go back to your seat. It’s not safe to be without a 
mask.” We can understand her through the mask but it takes a little bit of 
work. 

Scientist isn't going anywhere. “You're facing a biohazard event 
involving an unknown compound or pathogen. The pathogen has no 
apparent effect on males. In females it increases the size of adipose tissues 
in localized areas, to wit: the breasts.” Jennifer just blinks at him. “I’m a 
bioterrorism expert with a specialization in medicine.” 

“Great. That and five bucks will get you coffee at Starbuck’s.” She gets 
all suspicious then. “Hang on. Why are you telling me all of this?” 

“You're the Air Marshal, right?” Scientist winks at her. “I saw you at 
the security checkpoint.” 

“Great. What do you want?” 

“What every scientist has wanted since the dawn of science: to help.” 
He says. 

“You can help me by going back to your seat and—” 

“Jennifer?” It's big boobed Penny again. “Please come with me. The 
Pilot needs to talk with you.” 

Pilot is nearly beside herself with rage and fear. “We’ re not sure they’ re 
going to let us land. Or if we do land, they may not let us off this plane!” 

“Tf I catch who's responsible for this, they’I let us off.” Jennifer growls. 
“Even if they don’t, at least I can have some quality time with the perp.” 

“How’re you going to do that?” Pilot asks. 

“If I may?” Everybody turns to stare at Scientist, who followed along. 
“During our walk to the front of the cabin, I was able to optically perceive 
the source of everyone’s unexplained growth.” He bends down and scoops 
up some of the grey gas. It sparkles in his hands. The co-pilot leans forward 
but the women all lean away from Scientist. “While I do not know the true 
composition of this gas, it has been my experience that such compounds 
fluoresce.” 

“Yeah?” Jennifer asks. She’s still leaning away from him. Penny looks 
like she might be thinking about inhaling the gas, going even bigger. 

“One moment.” Scientist reaches into the pocket of his jacket and pulls 
out a tiny battery-powered blacklight. He flicks it on. The gas glows brightly. 

“You always carry a blacklight?” Jennifer asks him. 

“Marshal, I am a bioterrorist expert.” 

“So you can see the gas. So what?” 

Scientist lofts the gas into the air behind him. Everybody’s watching 
him, so they don’t notice how in the background Penny leans sideways 
and sucks down the gas. Her impressive rack gets just that much bigger. 


“So under this blacklight I can not only see where the gas is, but where it 
has been. Particles of 1t will cling to fabric. The passenger who is most 
covered or whose bag is the most impregnated with our mystery gas 1s the 
culprit.” 

“Whatever, just hurry!” Pilot says. She’s been listening to radio chatter 
and she doesn’t like what she’s hearing. 

“Come on.” Jennifer spins around on her heel and stomps down the 
plane, Scientist in tow. He’s waving the blacklight around. The gas glows 
here and there. The larger-boobed women, the ones the most affected, glow 
more brightly. No one glances at Big-Boobed Penny, who’s following 
behind both of them and is really glowing. 

“Hey, cool!” It’s Kid. “What’ cha got? Looks like a blacklight. Are you 
having a party? I hear they use blacklights at parties!” 

The music is swelling and getting real exciting. Albino Terrorist Ewan 
looks up and sees the procession. He clicks open his seatbelt. Jennifer is 
trying to distract Kid. Scientist swings his blacklight over towards Albino 
Terrorist Ewan. Ewan is lit up like a Christmas tree. His bag glows the 
brightest of all. “It appears we have our man — oof!” Ewan shoves him 
hard, pushing him back against Jennifer and Kid. The three of them go 
down in a big tangle. 

Jennifer shoves the other two off of her. Her gun is out. But Ewan’s 
grabbed the nearest woman and pulled her out of her seat — and it’s the 
Nun! He’s threatening a nun! Ewan shoves Nun in front of him, one arm 
across her neck. In the other hand he has his bag. 

“Freeze, scumbag!” Jennifer shouts. Her voice is muffled by her mask. 
Her gun is very gleamy in the cockpit lights. All the other passengers are 
really starting to freak out now. 

“Don’t shoot him!” Scientist yells from behind her. “Explosive 
decompression will do terrible things to the other passengers! Not to 
mention us!” 

“That’s right, lady. Don’t shoot.” Ewan the Albino Terrorist is grinning. 
“You might hit her. You might hit someone else. There’s all kinds of things 
that might go wrong.” Nun isn’t looking too happy about all of this. 
“Besides, I have a secret weapon.” Now he’s got the pool toy with the 
valve aimed at Nun’s face. “I squeeze this and she’ ll live out the rest of her 
days as Sister Chesty McTits.” 

The nun is all angry. She brings one foot up and kicks down with all of 
her might. Her heel smashes into Ewan’s instep. He howls with pain and 
lets go, hopping back. “Don’t try to mug a Brooklyn nun.” She tells him. 

Jennifer is past her, shoving Nun into her seat. We see Nun fumbling on 
her gas mask as Jennifer and Albino Terrorist Ewan struggle. There’s back 
and forth, stumbling here, shoving there. Ewan rips off Jennifer’s mask. 
Jennifer slugs him across the jaw. The music is at its climax! 

They get tangled up. Jennifer is falling. Albino Terrorist Ewan is under 
her, falling face-down. They fall in slow-mo, headed towards the ground— 
and towards the pool toy that Ewan dropped at some point in the scrum. 





Ewan the Albino Terrorist lands square on the pool toy. It’s been deflated a bunch 
by all of the gas he’s let out, but there’s enough still in there that it busts a seam and a 
geyser of gas billows into Jennifer’s face. She’s got her cuffs out and has them on 
Albino Terrorist’s hands when we hear the rubbing growing noise, louder than ever 
before. The camera zooms in on Jennifer, who sits back on her heels. “Oh, shit!” She 
says. 

Under her silk top, cataclysmic growth is beginning. We can see her tits spurting 
forth in waves, pushing her top before them. She’s a C cup. Now she’s a D cup. There’s 
a limited amount of room in her top, so pretty soon it’s like there are these two small 
hands pushing hard against her top, left, then right, left, then right. The apparent size 
of those hands grows, flesh spreading against the confines of fabric. Jennifer has two 
very large and very constrained tits, the size of cantaloupes, then honeydew melons, 
then casaba melons. Small watermelons. Big watermelons. We’re starting to run out of 
fruit comparisons, and Jennifer is still going. 

She stands and turns towards Big-Boobed Penny, who doesn’t look so big-boobed 
in comparison. “Tell the Pilot I got the bastard. And get those planes called off!” Jennifer 
stops talking to pant, apparently overwhelmed by the feeling of growth. Nearly the 
whole front of her top shows evidence of smushed-flat boobs behind, from her 
collarbone to her belly button. And they’re still going. The left one swells, then retreats 
a bit as the right one swells. 

Jennifer yanks out a leatherman. One-handed she gets the blade open. A quick cut 
at the top’s neck followed by a fierce two-handed pull and the tear widens. “Help me!” 
She shouts at Scientist, who is standing there all slack-jawed. He snaps out of it and 
helps her tear open her top. Jennifer’s and Scientist’s biceps pop out as they pull and 
pull. The top’s tearing is loud enough to match the rubbing, swelling sounds coming 
from her chest. 

The rip finishes and Jennifer’s tits are free! And what tits they are! They hang to her 
stomach, and still they’re growing, wobbling and bouncing as they balloon, wave after 
wave of growth. Jennifer’s nipples are big as thumbs. Ewan the Albino Terrorist has 
rolled over on his back and stares up at his inadvertent creations, his face in shadow 
from Jennifer’s brobdingnagian boobs. 

Jennifer’s boobs’ growth slows as they reach her waist and begin to cover her pants, 
finally easing to a stop. “You like these, you pervert?” Jennifer says. She kneels, 
smothering Albino Terrorist Ewan with them. Tit flesh covers his torso and face. He 
begins to thrash, unable to breathe. 

“Don’t kill him!” Scientist says as he pulls Jennifer off of Ewan the Albino Terrorist. 
“Pm all right; let go!” Jennifer snarls. She stands as upright as she can with all of that 
weight. 

“Lady, you’ve got some really big knockers!” Kid says, then claps his hands over 
his mouth. 

Jennifer glares at him. Then she smiles. Then she laughs, big, boob-shaking laughs. 
“I guess I do, Kid,” she says. Then Scientist, Kid, and Jennifer are all laughing. “Come 
on. Let’s go forward.” To turn around, she has to back into one of the rows and very 
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slowly let her boobs make the 180-degree turn before stepping back in the 
aisle. She tries to hold up her tits, but with her arms stretched straight 
down she can just get her hands under them. There”s no way she”s carrying 
them. Jennifer’s walk is slow, those tits bouncing gravely with each and 
every step. Albino Terrorist Ewan follows, flanked by Scientist and Kid. 

Scientist can’t stop talking. “I’m amazed the chemical reactions catalyzed 
by the gas were able to continue as long as they did within you. Do you 
feel all right?” 

“You mean besides carrying all of this extra weight? Tired, mostly.” 

“Wow, oh wow! You have a gun!” Kid is saying. “You said they don’t 
let you bring guns onto planes but you have a gun and we’re on a plane...” 
Their voices get fainter as they move away from the camera. 

The camera pans down to Ewan’s bag, left on the floor. Some photos a 
lot like the ones from the beginning of the movie have fallen out of the bag 
and are face-up on the floor. In fact, they’re exactly like the ones from the 
movie’s beginning, except there’s one difference. In these photos, the person 
wearing a jumpsuit is a guy. And in the last photo, we can see that there is 
this ginormous bulge at his crotch. 


The man on the other side of the desk stops. He’s been talking non-stop 
for a half an hour. He takes a deep drink of his water. Finally he can wait no 
longer. “What do you think?” 

The man behind the desk leans back, his desk chair creaking. He locks 
his hands behind his head. “Tits on a Plane, huh?” The other man doesn’t 
answer. Finally, grudgingly, he says, “It'll certainly bring in the young 
male demo.” 

“That’s the beauty,” the second man says. “We avoid an NC-17, we’re 
golden.” 

“People might picket.” 

“Let ‘em. More publicity and more ticket sales.” 

The man behind the desk smiles. “Yeah. I like it.” He leans forward, 
chair legs thumping on the floor. “Greenlight it. I want to see a finished 
script by this time next week. Oh, and give the lead chick a boyfriend. 
She’s got to have someone to care about. Maybe that scientist guy.” 

“Don’t worry.” The second man is already headed for the door. “This is 
going to be great.” 

The first man nods, dreaming of piles of filthy lucre and mounds of 
shapely breasts. 


The End 


